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Bath Time Fun 


He may have had to empty the penny jar to secure it, but it was just what he wanted. Needless to say, the 
receptionist had not been happy when the gangly farm boy had rocked up with a fistful of notes and a jar of 
bronze coins. After much sighing and eye rolling, she'd handed over the key and, with joy in his heart, he'd all 
but skipped to the elevator. Time to get his freak onl 


Hands on his hips, David glanced around the spacious room. A four poster bed sat in the middle of the room 
while floor to ceiling windows overlooked downtown LA. Already the sun was beginning its journey towards the 
earth, oranges and reds painting the smoggy sky. Snuggled against one of the windows was a fully stocked bar 
and a huge TV sat before a plump couch. But what he'd really wanted the room for was the large, white oval 
bathtub. Set on a plinth of stone, it sat beside one of the windows, allowing them to spy on the world below. It 
rested on four golden paws, the taps sprouting from the side. If he wasn't mistaken, it was the most 


comfortable bath in all of LA. 


Resisting the embrace of the bath, he stood beside one of the windows, gazing at the world below. He was too 
high for people to see him, but he could see them. Grinning, he shrugged the clothes from his body and stood 
naked before the city. Now that was liberating. 


Watching the city begin to give way to night, he pondered what Dave would say. Well, he'd find out soon 
enough. Hopefully. If Dave returned home. Cold fear suddenly clutched him. Yep, had left the note on the door. 
He just hoped that Dave didn't decide to stay out all night. Ah well, there was a disposable camera in his bag. If 


Dave decided not to turn up, well, he'd just make him jealous with the photos of himself in the bath. Naked 
And with a hard on. That would be enough to get him to pay attention next time. 


wun 


He was sprawled on the bed, idly tracing circles on his stomach when the door rattled. Not knocking but all out 
"Let me the fuck in!" rattling. Slipping from the bed, a sheepish smile found its way on to his lips as he opened 
the door. Beyond it, red faced and flustered and ready to let forth a tirade of abuse, was Dave. Taking in the 
person who'd opened the door, his mouth closed, then opened again before closing. A maniacal glint flooded 
Dave's eyes, a sneer beginning to twist his lips. Sweeping his eyes over his boyfriend, David chuckled as he took 
in the growing bulge in his trousers. Giving him a wink, he turned and swept back to the bed. 


"Fuck, Junior." 


Hooking his hands behind his head, David smirked and stared at the ceiling. Listening to his normally mouthy 


boyfriend be stunned into silence was a blessing he didn't want to miss. All he could hear was a gentle panting. 
"How the fuck did you afford this?" Dave's shadow appeared beside the bed, looming over him. 


Smiling, he sat up. "Hocked your drugs." Dave's eyes bugged and he laughed. Now that was priceless. "Course | 
didn't sell anything. Been saving up for a couple of months." 


Sliding to the edge of the bed, he knelt up and cupped Dave's face. Looking into his eyes, David felt himself 
melt. Yeah, it had been worth every cent to see the mushy look of love which danced through his eyes. Gently 
Dave kissed him and he sighed, arms sliding around his neck and pulling him to the bed. Crushed beneath Dave, 
he let his hands roam over slender shoulders, down his back and to his ass. Writhing, he rocked his hips, 
whining into his lover's mouth before he snapped to. Not yet. Couldn't fuck yet. Regretfully, he slid wriggled 
from beneath Dave and walked to the bath. 


Turning on the taps, he uncapped the bottle he'd left on the side and dropped in a blob of bath gel. Instantly 


the water began to foam, a heady smell of flowers soaking him, all too aware of the man behind him. 
"You not talkin’ to me or somethin'?" 


David turned and took in Dave's confused look. Smiling, he reached up and stroked his face, feeling the familiar 
warmth of affection fill him. 


"Can't you be quiet for a few minutes?" Dave opened his mouth to protest and he quickly silenced him with a 
finger to the lips. "Shush, and enjoy. How many times are we going to be able to do this?" 


Folding his arms, Dave rolled his eyes. "All the fuckin’ time when we finally get that album out." 


It was always the same with Dave, always about getting to the top and beating the shit out of Metallica He 


couldn't seem to relax and enjoy the moment. Standing on tip toes, David gave him a soft kiss. 


"Just enjoy, okay? Just for a while. Pretend that you're Dudley Moore in Arthur, or something.” Pouting, he 
pulled his puppy dog face, inwardly grinning when Dave's shoulders slumped. Yep, that one always worked. 


"So you want me to pretend that l'm some spoiled, alcoholic rich boy?" 

A Cheshire Cat-like grin stretched David's lips. "Well, its close to the truth." 

It was Dave's turn to pout and he was surprised that he was actually still standing. If anyone else had said 
that to Dave, they'd have been flat on their back alternating between begging for mercy and demanding an 
ambulance. 

"Except that l'm not rich," he whined. 

Sighing, he looped his arms around Dave's waist and pressed himself close. Dave didn't touch him, arms limp at 
his sides and a dejected look on his face. "Except for one night. Tonight you have it all. A penthouse suite, a 
huge bath, a gigantic bed, a bar packed with booze, and your hot, naked boyfriend ready to perform your 
every whim" 

A tiny smile began to play on his boyfriend's lips and, giving him a tiny kiss, he slid away. Keeping his eyes on 
Dave, he flicked off the taps and slid into the welcoming water. Holy crap, that felt good! His muscles screamed 
before beginning to relax. Resting his head against the lip of the bath, he sighed happily, trying to forget all his 


cares and worries. 


Cracking an eye open, he looked to Dave. His band mate stood beside him, staring down at the water as if it 


were poison. 
"You going to join me or do! have to drag you in?" 


Dave raised an eyebrow and cautiously looked at him. Sighing, he knelt up and began to fumble with the button 
of Dave's raggedy jeans. 


Its not going to kill you, Dave." 
The eyes flicked to the hands which were undressing him before finding David's face again. 
"An I'm not going to try and drown you. Now get undressed and get in" 


The previous months had been tough and they both carried the battle scars of recording their first album. 


For now, David's dragon was quiet, sleeping soundly in his belly. But, sooner or later, it would rear its head and 
demand to be fed from the stash hiding snugly in the bar. No matter how much his brain protested over it 
being a waste of money, they both needed a bit of space just to enjoy each others company, even if it were 
only for a night. 


Around him, the water displaced and Dave's skinny body filled his line of view. Now he knew why it was LA's 
best bath; there was more than enough room for them both to comfortably sink beneath the water. He 


pondered what else could go on beneath the soap filled water.. 


Despite the sadness which flickered through him, David managed to smile. Taking in Dave's pale and tired face 
was enough to pick at even the most hardened punk's heart. He looked exhausted, skin sallow and dark bruises 
ringing his eyes. Sliding further along the bath, he gently ran his toes along Dave's leg and to his thigh, 

watching as eyes flicked to him before drooping shut. Damn, he was tired. Goodness knows where he'd been all 


day. When David had asked, he just received a grunted response. 
"How's your day been?" he softly asked. 
Dave's chest rose and fell, head lolling back to the lip of the bath, arms draping along it as he sank lower. 


"s all right. Nothin’ special" He yawned and twisted his neck, vertebrae clicking back into place. "Artwork's done. 
Went and thrashed out a coupla things." 


Slowly, he slid his toes higher, finding the spot where Dave's thigh joined his groin. He twitched and chuckled 
and David felt his smile rise again. Dave was everything he'd ever looked for in a partner. Heck, he'd never 
known he'd have feelings for men until he'd fallen into the arms of the volatile redhead. And, ever since that 


fateful day, that's where he'd stayed, safe and happy and protected. 


He'd learned that moments like this were for quiet. After the past few weeks, they needed to relax. They 
needed their space and, for a while, Dave needed some peace. He was all too willing to accommodate him and 


help him feel better. 


Sliding back up the bath, he leaned his head against the porcelain and stared out of the window. What a sight! It 
was definitely one that only money could buy. They were high above the city line and he could make out the 
rigid blocks of roads, all brightly lit and with a million cars racing along them. Neon lights blinked and, high 
above them, planes wove in curves as they waited to be called into land. He felt like God, looking down and 
watching the people below. There were several people he wanted to smite and, pointing a finger at the window, 


he did. At least in his mind anyway. 
There was a sigh from the opposite end of the bath and he turned to look at Dave. 
"Beautiful fuckin’ view, ain't it?" 


‘Its why | chose it. Thought it might chill you out for a while.” 


The ends of Dave's hair were wet, turned a deep, sunset red by the water. He nodded and swept it away from 
his forehead, tossing handfuls of thick hair over the edge of the bath. His gaze never left the window and the 
scene below. Around them, the lighting had automatically changed as the sun had set, giving them a perfect 
view. Feeling beneath the water, he locked his fingers around one of Dave's feet. Lifting it to his lap, he gently 
began to massage the arch before sliding his fingers in between the toes. Quietly Dave began to purr, his eyes 
briefly closing. 


"Its doin’ the trick." 
"Good" 


Moving onto his front, David collected the soap and floated through the slowly cooling water. Riding his hands 
over Dave's chest, he pressed their damp skin together, shivering at the sensation He moved the soap in 
careful circles, working it over Dave's chest and into his pits. Light chuckles filled the air and Dave squirmed 
beneath his fingers. Trailing it over his ribs, he worked it into a lather before dropping it back to the dish. 
Pressing himself close, he slid over Dave's soapy flesh, sighing at the satiny sensation Flickers of lust began to 
tickle him as he attacked his lover's lips, hands sliding along his jaw and around his neck. For a moment, Dave 
didn't move, didn't respond and David felt himself pause. Perhaps it was too soon to begin attacking him? Filled 
with regret, he began to pull away but hands caught him back, Dave growling in the back of his throat. 


"Did | tell you to go anywhere? I'm here to relax." 


Dave's eyes were dark and glazed, a sneer beginning to twist his lips. His heart flipped and he tangled his hands 
in the thick waves of red hair, his lips hungrily sucking at Dave's. Water splashed around them as he slid into 
his lover's lap, hands resting in the small of his back, rough pads gently drawing small circles. The feeling of 
water and wet skin sliding was driving him crazy, a silky smooth sensation which caused his cock to twitch. 
Dave's hard cock slid against his balls, making him tingle, and David pressed his lips to the soft curve of his 


ear. 
"Wanna fuck?" he hissed. 


Again, another deep, guttural growl, Dave's sneer growing wider. Yep, despite whatever was going on in his 
head, the horny beast was rising. Sliding his knees to Dave's hips, he rose and positioned himself. Cool air 
wrapped around his wet skin, setting off goosebumps and shivers. The hunger was there, bubbling beneath the 
surface and he could feel it growing with every passing moment. Chipped fingernails dug into his skin, urging 
him down onto to the offered erection. Closing his eyes and taking a deep breath, he lowered himself, hissing as 
the head breached him. Only a moment, it would only last a moment and, beyond that, there was euphoric 


pleasure. The hands tightened in his back, holding him steady as he shivered and snarled. 
"Fuck, David." 


Opening an eye, he looked down at Dave. It was rare to hear his given name and it caused him to still and 


study the man beneath him. Almost completely immersed in water, his eyes were dancing with emotions. His 
Adam's apple bobbed as he looked at the man in his lap, almost unbelieving of the situation he was in. Grinning, 
David leaned closer and pressed the tiniest of teasing kisses to his lips. 


"What?" Dave's mouth opened and closed and David chuckled. "You look like a fish." 
His mouth closed before it twisted back into the infamous sneer. "Just fuckin! move, Junior." 


Leaning against Dave, he wrapped his hands around the lip of the bath and braced himself against the slippery 
surface beneath his knees. Didn't want to slip and cause an injury. Ah, fuck it, it would be worth it if he did. 
Anything for Dave was worth it. 


Slowly, he began to rise and fall, sighing as he was filled. His cooling skin tingled as fingers danced along it, 
finding the spots which made him sigh and squirm. Only Dave could elicit such feelings and emotions from him. 
Only Dave could make him shake and give in to every tiny touch. Dropping his head to Dave's shoulder, he 
watched as his own erection bobbed through the water. It wrapped around hin, tickling and making him squirm. 
Never had he felt such sensuous feelings and he could feel the familiar tingle begin to rise. Heck, no one was 


even touching him and he was about to come! 


Lips suckled his neck, searching the damp skin. Teeth nipped at his flesh, a tight vacuum between lips and skin 


forming. 
Gritting his teeth, David hissed. "Yeah, Dave. Mark me. Make me yours." 


Dave snorted and sucked harder, David shaking beneath his furious attacks. Looking through strands of wet, 
red hair, he glanced at the window and watched their ghostly reflections. Damn, they were hot! No one could 
hold a candle to their ferocity. Stroking Dave's cheek, he directed him to meet his gaze in the window. There 
was a quiet "fuck." and Dave bucked his hips, pushing himself deeper. Sighing happily, David gave in, arching his 
back and moving in time with his lover's demands. So perfectly they matched each other, like two parts of a 
puzzle, each knowing what the other wanted. He loved riding Dave's cock, loved being filled and stretched, loved 
feeling his fingernails scratch along his flesh. 


The hand slid from his back and to his ass, cupping and squeezing them, a movement which made him groan 
and press down Fingers slid over his pert globes and to his crack, stroking and lighting the nerve endings. 
Groaning, he pressed himself closer, letting Dave find what he was looking for. Sliding his lips over Dave's he 
kissed him as if his life depending on it, suckling on his lower lip and welcoming his searching tongue into his 
mouth. Closer the fingers stroked, making tiny circles over his puckered flesh till they found where Dave's 
cock entered him. With the tormenting assault on his ass, David knew he wasn't going to last much longer. Just 
having Dave touch and stroke the place where they joined was driving him crazy. Fuck, this was the hottest 
thing they'd ever done, and they'd done some crazy things! 


A rough, strong hand grabbed his cock and he cried out. Water swelled over the edge of the bath as he 
furiously began attacking Dave's cock, the hand roughly jerking him. Close, so close. From the corner of his eye 


he could see Dave watching them in the window, his own mouth open and chest rising and falling. The pad of 
his thumb swept over the head, dashing the pre-come into the water. Dave slid his arm from his ass and to 
his back, supporting him as they sped up. His knees slid along the smooth bath and he desperately tried to find 
purchase, droplets of water finding their way into his mouth. 


Dave grunted, teeth sinking into his lips, his hips possessively rocking upwards. Through the haze which was 
wrapping around him, David could feel the warmth flood him, Dave still thrusting as he spent himself. The tight 
warmth grasped him, his attention focused on the tightness in his groin So close, so very close.. His muscles 
tightened, his thighs protesting as he carried on rising and falling, milking Dave dry. His cock brushed against 
the spot inside of him, taunting him, making him twitch and pushing him closer to the edge with every 


movement. 


David's breath caught in his throat as he came, cock throbbing in the fist that jerked it. his sperm splattered 
over his stomach, his body feeling weightless as he rode the euphoria. He loved these moments, loved being 


held and made to feel like a million dollars. 


Panting softly, he slid from Dave's lap and into the suddenly cool water. But he didn't care; it cooled and cleaned 
his skin, a lush fluid which cradled him and let him float on the feelings which swirled through him. Energised 
and alive, it was how he felt. He wanted to go again, wanted to crawl into Dave's lap and keep fucking until they 


were tired and empty. 


Water splashed and he cracked an eye to watch Dave vacate the bath. He stood beside it, his own face soft 
and relaxed, and offered a hand. Taking it, David slowly lifted himself from the water, leaving behind the view. 
Arms circled him and lifted him cradling him against damp skin. Shivering, he allowed himself to be carried to 


the bed and dumped upon the crisp, white sheets. Dave's cock was already hard, bouncing as he knelt over him. 


Feeling his face soften, David smiled and writhed on the bed Damn, it had to be the most comfortable bed 
ever. So soft and luxurious. Trailing his hand over his chest, he swept his thumb over his nipples before 
stretching his fingers for his cock. Already it was twitching back to life, ready for round two. Purring, his 


closed his hand around it, slowly stroking, enticing his lover closer. 

The bed depressed and Dave knelt over him, hands seeking out damp, naked flesh. Chuckling, David squirmed 
beneath the exploring fingers, whining whenever they passed over his ticklish, erogenous zones. It was Dave's 
turn to nip at his ear, face buried in waves of feathery soft blonde hair. 


"God, | want you. Really fuckin’ want you." 


Grabbing Dave's head, he snickered as he looked into darkened eyes, seeing his own lust filled reflection in them. 
Licking his lips, he tugged Dave's mouth back to his own. 


"Only if you want another round in the bath." 


Dave's pitched hiss was everything he needed to hear. Wrapping his legs around the redhead's waist, he pulled 


him close. The night was young and so were they. Hungrily kissing Dave, he whispered, "Time to go all night 
long, Daddy." 


